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haven't heard anything since this morning. I went
into the town thinking I might see Michael or hear
something about him. No one told me a word. It
was horrible. Everyone seemed to be looking and
listening,'

' It will be all quiet again/ Mrs. Furze said,
* when they have found Stephen's body. Although,'
she went on, ' it will take more than that to put an
end to Stephen. Ghosts aren't easy to settle with. I
settled with him years ago. And he knew it. But
evil spirits live long.'

Then she asked for another cup of tea and half
an hour more of Armadak if Elizabeth wasn't too
tired.

* She went to bed very early, feeling her way up the
stairs; her door closed with that soft gentle firmness
especially hers.

' Good night, darling. I will see myself to bed.
Now don't be anxious. Everything will be for the
best.'

In the passage Elizabeth listened, and as though
at that very moment she had been expecting it, there
was the sound of the hall door opening. Elizabeth
stood at the top of the stair. Michael Furze stood
in the hall. Behind him the door was open and
Elizabeth saw the dark arms of a tree wildly waving
and could hear the garden-gate creaking. A motor-
horn blew in the distance.

c Shut the door,' she said. She came down to
him. ' Are you wet?'

* Soaking.'   He was very calm.   ' Wait here.   In
the dining-room,   I'll change my clothes and come
down to you.'

* Are you hungry?'